Some people are suckers for stray cats and dogs. Any homeless waif 



wandering along the road or begging food at the back door imaedistely becomes part 



of their homes and their lives. If these people were organized, my wife would be 

f ema le 

their president. She is a veritable/Saint Francis. 



We had 28 cats and kittens of various ages that Sunday some years ago 



when she heard the faint "meowing” in the dense underbrush of the hill accross 
the road on the north side of the pike. The tangles greenbriers and honeysuckle 
defied passage of an adult. Foxes found it a haven almost in the heart of our 
town, for none o ■ “ the stalwart foxhunters risked the shredding of cloth and flesh 

persuit guaranteed. That particular Sunday, however, our then young and small 

, TT o , lower than the main plants 

nephew Eddie was visiting. He cound snake in between the roots snaked 

upward to climb the close-browing locusts and pomonas, and she sent him on his 
mission of mercy. 



He emerged barely bleeding, with a bedraggled black, third-grown kitten 



in his hand. It was weak, hungry, soiled all over and coated with leafinold. Its 



right eye was missing. Each faint piteous meouw promised to be its last. 



Tha minutes later it was lapping warmed milk, fortified with vitamins 



and cod-liver oil with an intensity betokening its fear food was about to go out 
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of style. She had already bathes and dried it. The other cats stood around ijox 

laiXBfc and stared in mixed curiosity and jealousy. But they accepted the stranger, 

city-living 

as they had other and equally repugnant former pets whose/owners had brought them 



into the c untry end "sropped" them, having content their consciences with the 



fiiStion all farmers needed and couldn’t wait for more cats. If they know that cats 



are next only to rabbits and rodents in their devotion to Darwin, their continued 



abandonment of their former friends in an unwelcoming countryside does not reveal it. 



Except at our place. Here, ai long as my wife was around to see ot hear 



it, there was no cat too scrofulous, no dog to mangy to find a home. 



The little stranger was affectionate from the first. He slithered against 
human legs, looking upward in deep affection from his one good eye, arched his back 



in display of happiness and showed how much he appreciated his new home and how 

snow 

pleased he was with its owners, '^his is the regular cat con job. They all do it 



and people all love it. In honor of his missing eye he became ”Lord Nelseon". 

^r om the very first he was a fine hunter, seeking out mice in crevaces too small 



for the adult felines. He was equally ferocious at the cat table, bristling and 



growling htreats he couldn’t implement to terrify the others away from his two 



inches around the bowls. We liked him. He was a nice little guy, and he eeamed 



n ei 




Not until too late di we learn that with him we also got feline 



enteritis and one of the myriads forms of pneximonitis, all equally fatal 
to all eats not already immunized. Lord Nelson’s arri-ral reduced our cat population 
to reasonable limits, think of him often (he lived but a few months before running 
under a car), at least four times a year when in each cat-replenishment season we 
take the kittens twice to the vets for their immunization shots. 

One of the dogs alone of the animals abandoned with us - meaning within 
our hearing or their walking, -which covers a fair amo^mt of the upper part of the 
county in vhich we live- was enough of a blessing to justify all the animal troubles 
we had. "Lady" was a bench-leg beagle languishing for love, an emotion apparently 
foreign to all the hunters who had previously owned her. No animal was ever more 
worthy of love, for she was a devoted friend and mother, a fearless defender of 
her farm - she once attacked a killer Dalmatian and a German Police flog at the 
same time while they were breafasting on our pullets and simultaneously put both 
to rout. That was the first month she was here, hiding from me under and around the 
outbuildings, as though she knew 1 he d been pestering the county dog-catcher who 
seemed to find the 60-,ile round trip from his pound in search of a single dog, 
and such a small one at that, over and beyond the call of his ronunerated duties. 
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We never annoyed the dog-catcher again. Lady was as welcome as the morning sun. 

She knew it and displayed her joy with such abject demonstrations of love and 
loyalty that I shamed every time I thought of those fruitless efforts to get 
rid of her. 

So, on balance, the adoption of wandering, homeless animals was 
not so costly and it had its rewards. Lady awarded us wonderful puppies which always 
welcome in other homes, and Lord Nelson instituted crop-control among the cats. 

It was only when my wife extended her saintliness to people that we 
inherited a disaster. Her name was Eileen ^oung. She, too, was abandoned - not along 
the road, like the cats and dogs, but tot in Washington, by a Latin American diplomat 
whose mistress she had been on three continents. L^ke Lord ^'^elson, something 
unexpected came with her. It was not a disease, although '^holers would have been 
less troublesome. It was a new boy friend, a lawyer, who become our friend and 
our lawyer. He was an animated disaster. His name was Jesse. We liked him, as we 
did Eileen. Both were pleasant company. And when Eileen began preparing better 
meals for my wife than I had skill or time to do before she got home from her 
daily three hours of travelling to and from her Washington job, she was "in”. 

Sfee was a good cook, combining experience with English, continental, Latin American 
and Yiddish cookery with a native talent. 




roars flame with indignation 
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■^est those in whom the fire of chivalry still 
at the abandonment of this woman who served his table and presumeably other furnish- 
ings in his homes so well conclude this peripatetic Latin was less of a gentleman 
that men from his continent are reputed to be, I must at this point add that when, 
after two years of sponging on us, Eilnen took uo with a gentleman from the State 
department and moved in with him in 'Washington, we felt no loss. We didn't mind the 
few miscellaneous iltchen items that left with her, nor the cash she had borrowed 

without returning. Her Bill was a consul in some blighted land and was home for the 
regular Americanization that the State department inflicts upon the foreign service. 
He seemed to be a man of means and theproper sporty interests. We saw two of his 
sports ear and heard of his several boats. If the inheritance we heard had launched 
him and his salary were insufficient for his keep, he had other minor means of 
extending his funds, like phoning Eileen from wherever he had travelled to and 
reversing the charges which, naturally, were billed to us. The last we heard of 
him his Jaguar had been launched into the Atlantic by some heathen Africans in 
the country to wiich he was subsequently accredited. HXSI This flagrant display 
of antffl-Americanism also created quite a splash in the papers. It made us happy 
not because of the loss of his expensive car, but begause it told us how far away 



he was. 




Wow, this Latin gentleman was one of the noblest. He was thoughtful, 
considerate, modest, honest, especially in financial matters { although his base 
salary, minus his living allowances, was something less than that of an American 
Army sergeant), wEirm and kind - one of the finest and most wonderful men we ever 
met. We regretted that his country had not sf en fit to award his promotion to 
Eilneen, so that heo instead, could have remained behind. 

We still hear from him occasionally. It did not surprise us when, 
immediately upon getting home and assuming his new duties, he also took himself 
a wife, this time a formal, legal and binding one. 

Well, for two years we supported Eileen. Perhaps not in the style to 
which in a younger day she had become accustomed, but she ate and slept well 
and without charge. In order tomremain in the country someone had to assume 
responsibility for her, and this we did, signing al 1 the requisite government 
forms. Fortunately, die didn’t drive q ear. 

During thse two years Jesse visited us when his disposition so dictated 
and his time allowed. Sometimes he’d stay for the weekend, 

"Better than all my medicinesl" He exclaimed with monotonous but 
flattring regulatrty. "I can leave them all at home. Ho sleeping pills. No 



anquilizers. just lay down and sleep like a baby. And I relax, smmething 
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I can't do in the city. Hahvlisl And such airl" 



ii Were content to serve cats and dogs, you can imagine how 



pleased we were to* help humans, if this, indeed, is the proper noun. 



Of course, there were a few problems. 

-r devoting 

J-n those days we were still working on our plant, what time 



I had and what little surplus cash we could lay our hands on to finishing 

the buildings in which we raised our poultry. There was neither time nor cash for 

the completion of our home, so we lived in the basement, City people may be unfamil- 



iar with the countryman’s apt maxim, "The bam will build the house but tlB hoQse 
won't build the barn." It’s true. With the income from the farm, it may be possible 
to build a home. Bat there is no income from the home. So the barn gets built 



instead, the home following. 



■^iving in a basement is never desireable, although ours was by no means 
the usual concept of a basement, ^t was more than half out of the groimd, which 



sloped from front-door level at the front to back-door level at the back of the 



cellar. We had six-foot wide windows, three-foot wide doorsj and it was, for a 
cellar, bright and airy. It was not quite 30 feet by 40, with the eastern third 



separated by partial partition. Here we cleaned and graded the eggs, prepared the 



chickens for sale and things like that. The western portion, approximately 84 feet 
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wifle, was a single large room, divided isximif by furniture. Lil and ^ had our 
bed in the inner part, the portion that was underground, separating it from the 
living quarters with a row of chest of drawers. There wasn’t much privacy once 

Eileen moved in, less when Jesse stayed up to cut down his medical bills, but 
we made out. In the living section we had a long sofa, a sofa bed, a large 
table and the kitfilien necessities. It was a sizeable area, about 16 by 24. 

When the|.B is joy in a home, little else matters. Problems solves them- 
selves, space expands and people are happy, ihen the±B there is no joy, it makes 
little diffierenee how few probl^s there are or how much space. Before Eileen 

and %il set up housekeeping in Washington, the walls began to press in upon us, 
like in an old Pearl White movie. 

Jesse remained our friend and lawyer. There were a few minor legalities 
we presented to him for solution, like Idni collecting moneys due us. He solved such 
problems with dispatch, like finding the debtors were judgement-proof and saving 
us the cost of litigation, which he assured us would be wasted. Once, much later, 

he helped us with the sale of a piece of property the income from which he needed 
to forestall bankruptcy. We had contracted for its sale with a real-estate firm 



that had violated its contract. Another real-estate firm wanted to buy it, at a 




higher price, but wouddn't deal with us until assured we were released from the 
invalid contract. 2?iie property was in Virginia, where ^esse doesn’t practise. He 
presented our ease to a lawyer friend who did practise in Virginia, who said he’d 
handle it at cost because he and Jesse were friends am Jesse and we were friends. 
It took him a year to Shz±± arrange it. ’•'•hat he did never was clear to us. We do 
believe he perhaps made a couple of phone calls. 2-e didn t go to court and he 

in 

took no depositions. But he did get the entire matter thoroughly entangled with 

an agreement with the firm that had broken its contract, charged us |500.00 

for his "costs”, end tied us down to a sale on which, within two weeks, we learned 

brou^t us at least $2,000.00 less than the property could have been sold for. 

Unfortxinately, this was our last legal association with Jesse, ’^t is too 
bad that it didn't come earlier, for the next-to-the last one, which took four years 



to bimder to a denouement, was an unparalleled disaster. 




